!

—————

— —
‘-nr-.o iasucd m rosr of bass laughter,| “Nobody kmows him,” 1 answered,
reverberated in welrd digcord |unconsciously echoing the words
8 E R I A L througk the pight sllences. volced by the man in the catboat on
You bully fllot!” e eried, his guf- | the previous might. “Nobody knows
.TORY ctded U1 suppose no persons ex- | himi. But I've met him in & rather
jerpt Chivamen smoke opium, eh! |casusl way"
A ‘hat belng so, no Chinaman but —_—
e my Chinaman could have made a tar- CHA"‘. Vi
of a plece of an old portrait nnd —_
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CHAPTER V—(Continyed
At las! | saw him )
able to reason, Now ¢
of the shadow, 1 #av
Iy, wka: manner of n

head, as | had aln

through the zloom.

large, yet not our of :
his hercules r }
frowsy, u: i

afce that. In the dark
given me a grotesquels
pression. Hig red bene
thick, long, and unirim:
tle of his face showed.
to what, in the dim 1! ’
color of ripe Tuseat Appies cyes
were nearly indiscert :
under bushy red brows

“If you had shown the |» T,
Lumanity to brother n u disty
1 responded. in & hal

“I'd probably vever thous of this
belng your place. and you Loine ’
and the Incident of the morm

might have been forg
1 thought 1 hewrd bis 1eeth &
gether In bis =for 1o rest

ing rage certainly bt
clamch: and then, with an assun g
of Indifference, he ok & fnal puft
st Bis cigar and toesed It sparkling
among 'he weeds of his awt

It was evident! 1o me now, | in
spite of the monchalnnce hs nffe '
my reference o the (0 .

poaching, and his presence a
bolt, had arcused his
hoping to draw him out, 1 cop 4

“Your man i1old the lodgekee o
that you sent him over to borrow A
rifie.”

“You don't mean ‘o 3
believe a Chinaman, do oy L& To:
turned

*Iit wasnt for me o belleve or
beligve. The lodgekeeper helieved
him.~

“And so he borrowed n rifte and
then with one of Cameron
struments of destry "
to destroy Cameron's come? s

1t What did be s! LY .
one of thore sIATYE King
doge that Cameron has following
gbout *”

Apparently  Murphy o hine

more of my friend
knew of Murphs

“Nel‘her, | fancy In fact. I'n
sure just what he /4 =
way of game.  Hut he seems o
fndulged In a bit of o '
He found & plece of un ol
tacked it to n trew
it. Rather silly, «f
10 chance getting ine
<hild’s play of thut sor”

“How do you know 1h
growled, with an |nedverient
ping of his mask. There was no

taking, now, that | had muade ong
his attentlon
“1 saw the targer,” 1 nong od

simply.

“That's llke =011 T eaugl
twelve pound bass lere's the
and line to prove it

“1 have a #cnle of the Iy

“A what®"

“Something your | man di
bealde the troe

Phlegmatic thoueh Le was, some
thing very like n start followed pnon
Yy words. Ther 18 I v0 cover '

movemont, he shrgeed his s
ders, and chuckled ponderousiy

“His visiting card, | suppose’

“Nearly as good,” ! supplied “The
powl of his opium ;e

At that moment Joiry catme arou,d
the corner of the house and stopped
abruptly, stupefied by surprise, (o
from the open mouth of the glant

¢d Lig plpe bowl st the foot of
' Go on with you, you mAke
“ Ang then, seeing Jeorry,

who had quickly jolned o “Didn't
T Well, thar's not strange.
Having lost the bow] of his pipe, he's
1 ! gone to barrow another

& luundrymany friend in Coa
Lob; and that, by the way, In about
place for you 1o buy gas

pd him, e}

The pext day T gpent at my office,
2% Y i kK. buzy with the hundred
10 the making of a

8 &Kime 1 wWus popu-

10 & righte ’ view-
nrerning metlers f national
. Bt Fo: « time ba

&1 1 ' v galt

Ancing el ' And

L $CAUON avVer

1y stery

WaE no

o,

lefinite than  Srough his
pr ¢, Which after
¢ without mo-

refore, in the
fet Murphy of
mntters which
And yet, as |

Iy that he
quaintance
s*ation I found
my mother
Jeur touched

P il I said,
my mothers

"y loole Fuilip,” she an-
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ince of  well-
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the legs fit be.
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er 1t, ms
vou were In

t he bark
auldn’y
If. “Won't you
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inman waa

morning, lying

VMurphy's  back

I erled, In amage:

ild. Then he
ow's hend had

leavy Inatry-
frhact Maurphy had been
r J nd was in the

think, 1 sat In
rics and con.
riety  gave
ither  throug
It was more
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factory conclu
itlon the now
[ 1 s nocused mas
of mysteries |

ve. That they |

I I Hew wore or less Ime
poriant huks, however, | had  small
20N

‘Tid you konow
mother ek A
el rod il
repetition oliz v
not heeded th

Murphy ! my
wll &t once 1|
wation wWas a

wwiginal Inqulry.

Nell Gwynne's Mirror.

With the approach of the twenty
first of the month, which is to say
the seventh Jday following Cameron's
receipt of the second letter, 1 ob-
scrved In him a growlng nervous rest
lessness, which with praiseworthy ef-
fort he was evidently striving to over
come. Of my visit to the red glant
and the tragedy which followed it, he
was, of course, Informed; es he had
been of the Iucident in the wood, in-
cludive the finding of the bullet-
plerced  plece of canvas, Every
thing. save only that Evelyn was the
discoverer of the portralt remnant—

hich 1 thought best under the elr-
cumsiances to keep secret—was told
to him in detall, and with all the elr-
cumstantinlity pecessary to an intel-
Hge=nt discussion of even the minutest
point,

My deseription of Murphy elicited
from him s recollection. He remem-
bered having seen the man once It
*a% ot the Fourth of July. Evelyn

nd Mre Lancaster, Cameron’s house
keeper, had accompanied Cameron to
what is called “The Por: of Missing
Men," a resort for motorists, on the
summit of Titleus mountaln They
had lunched there and were returning
by a route which took them over &
1 slon of execrable roads, but
ugh some of the most glorious
scenery in the whole state of Con-
tiecticut. For a while they had been

ferl

llowing n stream, willow-girt, that
went babbling down over a rocks bed
which at Intervals broke the waters
into a geries of falls and cascades At
the foot of one of these they had
etopped the oar and nlighted for a
ter wiew, and so had come upon
the unexpected.

Sented upon a grea' bowlder, his
ed between the stones of

stream’s shallows wng & red.
ed, red-bearded Colossus, In_n
sullod sult of khakl and a monstrous
hat such as 18 worn by harves:
mers, Cameron told me that
all three of them made bold to peap
over the painter’s shoulder at his
work, and then, though it was of the
mos! mediocre quality, to shower him
with Isudatory and congratulatory
phrases

‘I can fancy how he thanked you™
I broke in, smiling I suppose he
enx!ld something very rude”

“"He anid nothing at all He simply
stopped painting, and turning, fixed
his eyes upon me It was as If he
saw no other one of us, He seemed
10 be making a careful appraisement
of my every feature, After a mo-
ment It grew «<mbarrassing, and
though | did not resemt It—feeling
rathar that we, ourselves, had been
in the wrong—I very speedily with.
drew. To my surprise he rose from
hi= stone eeat; and, palette and
brush In hand, fellowed us up the

Httle meelivity to the road, watching |

in silence, until »¢ got back Into our
car, and wheeled pway.”

‘Did you gather from his Inspeciion
yat he recognized you, or thought he
recognized you | asked.

“l gathered on!y tnat he meant to
be insufferably rade” was Cameron's
AnEWer.

‘And you have never seen him
sinoe?™

“Never"

‘He has eviden'ly seen you. He
#poke of the Russian wolf-hounds
that go sabout with you.

Cameron made no response.

“Well” | added, n a tone meant to
be reassuring, ! think we need have
little fear of a contipuance of this
singular method of aAnnoyance
Though we cun't 'race it directly to
Murphy and his unfortunate Mongoli.
in, 1 thoroughly belleve that one or
the other was respongible. With the
Chinan an dead and Murphy ln jail.
e persecution will cense. The threat
contained In the second letter will
never be executed See If I'm  not
right!"

My hope of putting Cameron at
ease, however, wus not rewarded. He
continued to exhibit signs of an al-
most constant  apprehension. There
was, Indeed, a sympathystirring
pathes about the nervous disqulet of
thi=z  mun, usually so impenetrably
self-contained And at moments, in
apite of me, a susplelon gripped snd

t)

held that he bed not been entirely
frank;: that somenbore In his phat
there  wus  something  onrevealed

which might serve as a clue, If npot
an explanation, to the present. But
these doubts of him were always
transitory

The twentyfirst of September fell
that year on Monday., - My office de
manded 'y presence, but | arranged
ifinirs as well as possible by tele
phone and devoted the entire 4day to
| Cameron. When | toMd him 1 meani
"to do this he protested, pretonding
that he was quite »ithout foreboding:
while the unconscious tapping of his
foot on the rug, even as be spoke, be
‘led kis words

We spent the berer part of the day

csorption T bad | yoifing over the Apawamis links st

Rye, lunching at the club houss be

]

tween rounds, for as a specifie for
nerves | bave ever found that game
of rare beneft. In the present 1B
stance It more than fulfilled my ex-
pectations. Cameron, apparently at
least, forgot everything save his de
sire to outdrive, out-approach, and
out-put me And when It was over,
and with sharpened appetites Wwe
drove back to Cragholt for dinner, he
appeared stimulated by a new-found
courege

The day bhad passed without unto-
ward event, sud 1 felt sure that my
friead was gradually coming around
to my way of thinking. Neither of
us mentioned the subject, but it must
have recurred to him, at intervals, as
it did to me And as the hours went
by withou: n sign, the conviction
grew that Murphy, with hands tled,
was fretting over the coup he was de
terred from corcpassing. '

Mrs. Lancaster, whom 1 have men-
tloneéd merely nus Cameron's houss
keeper, but who was, In addition, a
distant kinswomnn and acted as &
sort of duenua to Evelyvu, dined with
us tha! evening, and our little partle
carres seemed (0 me more than us-
ually merry, owing doubtless to the
relaxation of (he straln which both
Cameron and | bad been under for
the past wewk

It gratified me to see my host 80
unfeignedly cheerful 1 remember
! over Mre, Lancaster’s
recital of » . lpeldent of the morning

I had no 1den,” she sald, “that An
rew.,” referribg to the kennel masie

ng morried He astoniahed me«
¢n Le told me he had a wife and
three chlldren. And when 1 told him
e did not look like a married man
he seemed rather pleased than other
wWise

“It |8 odd,” Cameron returned, “bur
it seems alwass to flatter a husband
o tell ¢ doesn’t look it And
then he laughed as though he had no
care on earth

After dinner we had the usunl
music, and Evelyn sang agaln that
Iyrie of Baudelaire's, this time In the

ow he laughed

Wl

original Prenct But the melody
bronght back to me In vivid vision
our chance meeling In the woods and
all fte traln of clra s

When | applauding,

Cameron turned t
‘Do you ke
“I tike his art,” | anewered, “and

Kis frank artificiality.”

“He appeals to me,” Cameron con.
fessed, “decadent though he is 1
have read evervihing he ever wrote, |
think, prose and verse. Did you ever
ses my copy of his Fleurs du Mal'?
The casket Is sworthy of its contents
1t is the most exquisi‘ely bound lttle
Come, I'll show

volume | ever saw
it to you."

I excused mysel! 1o Mrs. Lancaster,
and with pretended formelity bent
over Evelyn's hand, brushing it with
my lips

“Won't you be
pered

“l hope =0." wos my answer. “But
1 ean't promise

Ol, what a trial it is 10 have n
relfish uncle!” she murmured as |
went

Cameron led me through the I
brary, across the hrll, and thence ln-
to his study, where he dove Into a
minipture book rack reserved for lis
favorites. After a moment of frultless
search he sald

‘It isn't here. How stupld! | took
it upstairs a week 2go, | remember
It ts In my dressing room. Do you
mind coming up?”

Did 1 mind coming up? How glad
] was 10 see him Interested! Ha was
more like the old Cameron than he
had been at any time in the past sev
en days. My goli prescription had
proved even more effcaclous than 1
had dared hope

At the risk of belne
must describe Cawmeron's
room: It was not lnrge—probably 26
feet 50 inre—with three doors: one on
cach of the three sldes. That which
admitted from the passagoway fnced
that which opened (nto the bath room

biuck?™ she whis

tedfous |1
dressing

(in the left, the third door connected
with Cameron's bedchumber, On the
right were two windows, giving upon
an outelde baleony Between them

wng o freplace,

To the left of the bath room door
wis tne entratice 1o a huge closet,
guarded by a heavy eurtaln of old
rose velvet, To the right, wuas a sta-
tlonary wash-stand, and above It a
rectangular mirror, prabably ten Ineh-
e8 wide and n foot long, and verv
curiously fromed. Across from this,
against the wall which divided the
room from the passige, was an enor-
mous chiffouler, vr chest of drawers,
In the room’s center was a  round
table, on which rested o  reading
lamp. Between the rable and the
fire-place wias n reclining chulr. Oth.
er chalrg, three or four, were various-
ly placed

1 have given these facts  becanse
they are necessary 1o mn Intelligent
understanding of what 1 um about to
relate. Thet In furnlsiing and adorn-
ment the room Wi plainly utilitari.
an is not g0 materinl Pyt there Is
one exception to this general declara-
tion which demands 10 he specified.
The mirror above the washstand pos-
sessed a distinetion quite aside from
ite practical utllity. This was by ue
means the first time | had seen It
Cameren had showed il 1o me, with &

degree of pride, early In our ac
quaintance, explalning that i wus at
once a relic and an heirloom. Orig.
inally the property of Nell Uwynne,
ft had descenided to him through
three or four generations of maternal
anoestors,

The glass was framed In colored
beadwork, to which were attached
wax figures in high relief: at the top,
a minlature portrait of Charles IL In
his state robes; at the bottom, one
of Nell herself, In court dress. The
king appenred nlso on the right, In
Lunting costume, and om the left was
another figure of his favorite In less
ornamentul garb, According to the
legend which accompanied this I
teresting antigue, it was Nell
Gwynne's own bandiwork
. It possessed for me a oertaln fas-
cinatlon due more to Its history tham
its beauty, for it was not the most
artistie of creations, and as Cameron
poked about for his Baudelaire, 1
stood gazing at the glass and think.
img of all | had ever read of the ik
Hrerate, bur saucy, sprightly actress
whose gole claim to fame hung on her
winning the favor of that easy-going,
voyal hypocrite, Charles 11,

“Here's the binding!” 1 beard Cam-
cron say, und turned from the mirror
‘o the table, where he had found his
cought-for (reasure beneath s plle of
Leavier, grosser works,

“You know something of book-
binding,” he went on, with enthusi
afm.  “"Now exumine that carefully,
and tell me if you ever saw anything
more exquisite. 1 had It done In Lon-
don, last year. It's a copy of one of
le Gascon's”

At first sight It seemed all glitter
g gold, but on closer inspection 1
found that the groundwork was bright
réd moroceo, inlaid with buff, olive,
and marble leather, the spaces close
¥ filled with very delicate and beau-
tiful pointille traceries, It was & ver
itable gem in its way, and I could not
blame Cameron for his raptures,

When 1 had applauded and be
praised to Li+ content, he took the lit-
te volume {rom my band and open-
‘ng It, with a sort of slow reverence,
observed with something llke patron-
ism:

“I'm afrald you don't quite under-
| stand Daudelalre.”

‘Does anybody®™ 1 flung back.

“He I8 not so obscure as his critics
would Lave us belleve,” Cameron as-

serted,  “Sit down in that lounging
chalr & moment, and I'll read you
something” And as | obeyed, be

drew up a chalr for himself, speaking
ull the while in denunciation of Tol-
gtol and the injustice of his criticism.

One poem after another he read,
while 1 lay back listening To his
credit he read them well, though he
piaused often in mid-verse to explain
what he thought I might regard as an
affectation or, as Tolstol has put It,
an Intentionsl obscurity.”

There was one verse which Im-
pressed me particularly as he read
It, and remained with me for a long
while afterward, for, In view of every-
thing, it seemed to have a special ap-
weitlvenese,  The lines to which 1|
ofer have been translated in  this

From Heaven's high balconles

See' In thelr threadbare robes the dead
Yeurs cast thelr eyes,

And from the depths below regret's waa
smiie appoars

Cameron sat with his back to the
door leading to the passageway, and
facing, diagonally, across the table,
the Nell Gwynne mirror, My own
giare wus on him as he read.

As he finished the verse, a portion
of which I have quoted, he lifted his
eyes, | thought to meet mine, but his
100k rose over my head. and clung,
while his lids widened. and into every
line of his face there came a rigid,
startled expression, half amazement,
ialf horror.  And In that instant of
tense silence the “Fleurs du  Mal”
slipped from his nerveless fingers,
struck the table edge, and  dropped
with unseemly echo to the floor,

In a breath | wns on my feet and
stuting where his vision had focussed,
I hardiy know whit | expected to see.
I um sure nothing would have sur
prised me.  And yet | was scarcely
prepiured for the inexplicable ruln
which my sight encountered. The
£lass of the Nell Gwynne mirror was
in atoms

Cameron rose, a little unsteadily 1
thought, and coming around the table,
Joined me In closer inspection of his
wrecked hereditament. [ can find pe
word adequate to the description of
what we  experienced.  Amasement
and all its synonyms &are far (oo
feelbile for the task. We were certain.
I¥ more than appalled. What we saw
Suggested 1o me spontaneous disin.
tegration.  If such a thing were pos-
sible, which 1 believe it a not, It
might have explained the condition of
the  mirror, No other ascription
seemed admissible; for, though the
gluss remalned in its frame pot so
much a8 & splinter having been
dropped, % was fractured into a
thousand tiny pleces, resembling o
crystal mosale, Incapable of any bat
the most minute reflections, And the
chavge to this condition from a fale,
unmarred panel had been wrought
without sound and seemingly without
human agency.

(TO BR CONTINIIED )
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